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BESSIE'S

FISHING

One tmm-ulul when spring was in her
eann,

nn,
A morn to a

Miss Hessle and 1

1 with my rod, m
And & hamper

And dreain

1 In my rough-and-tumble clothas,
With

my fuce st the sunshine's mercy;
Bho with” her hat tipped down to her

nose,
And her nose tipped vice versa,

lunchean recesses;
Bhe with the Bbalt of her comely looks,
And the selne of her golden tresses,

B0 wao sat down in the shade of a dyke,
Whera the whito pond 1llles teeter,

And 1 went to fishing like quaint old Ike,
And she ke SBimon Peter.

All day 1 Inr In the light of her ecyes,
ly watch
But the fish were cunning and wouldn't

Jme,
Aud the balter nlone was balted,
Bo when the time for departure camo,

My bag was as flat as a flounder;
But Bessle had nearly hooked her

‘s wishing,
All tinted in delieate grays and greens,

went fishing.

rest, and my books,

nnd walted;

me-—
A g:ndroﬂ-nnd-dlhly-poundlr.

=Unidentified.

“l ean mever thank you, Miss Ca
rew,” began Tom Stanton for the
gixth time within half an hour.

He stood In front of the big, open
fireplace in the Carew sitting room,
very wet and disheveled. His over
coat and hat, roaked llkewise, hung
on the back of & chair before the fire.
A pair of skates lay on the floor.

“In only one way, you may,” an
swered Diana, at last.

Bhe spoke as if she had suddenly de-
termined to say somaothing upon which
she had been pondering. Each time
Stanton hed trled to thank her she
bad artfully turned the conversation
into forelgn channels and igaored his
expressions of gratitude,

“Glve me your solemn oath,” she
contlaned, “that you will never ask me
to marry you, and I am fully thanked
for what 1 have done. Yes, 1 know
that sounds presumptuous, Mr. Btan-
ton, but nowadays persons labor um-
der the delusion that It a girl does

“Don't—don't dare to say IitI”

some—0 sgome little thing ke I did—
for a man, that he Is in honor bound
to ask her to marry him. [ won't
bave it, so promise."

fhe looked ms well s he dld in
heavy wet clothing and with his halr
curling recklessly about his broad,
white forehead.

“But you save—" he began, but was
Interrupted.

not!” And Miss Carew stamped ber
foot emphatically.

“But you did; you saw me flounder-
Ing about among the chunks of ice and
you ran all the way, at a great risk
| to yourself, and pulled me out. [ was

foollsh to skate on such dangerous
fco. 1 could never have crawled out
before 1 was frozen—seo there! |
must refute your denial. What do you
call It, Miss Carew?"

“Never mind, only glve me your
promise. It was mere luck that 1 hap-
pened to be in the window of my room
and saw you go In. | know the alr
holes in the slough, living so near.
Your promise?” she sald Interroga-
tively.

“Is that quite fair?" he asked. “SBup-
w3e___n

“No, I won't! I would never, never
marry & man who thought I had saved
his life even If it were years and years
afterwards. I should always feel that
he asked me out of gratitude.”

“But I won't feel that way,” sald
Btanton, honestly feeling it might be
true, but smiling down at the look of
despair she gave him.

“There you are, this very miaute,”
she argued, “before you have known
me an hour, already contemplating it.
O please promise!”

Diana was so earnest that Stanton
stopped smiling and turned his other
glde to the fire before auswerlng.

“I'll promise on the condition that
you will permit me to continue our ac-
quaintance—if I may come to see you
and learn to be friends. I could not
thank you In a lifetime for what you
have done, 850 we will let that pass.
It was brave and—" !

He was golng to say sweet, but re-
frained wisely. Nelther did he tell her
he had the wet belt and tle which she
had knotted together, He wounld keep
that always.

“Very well, now promlse,” sghe sald,
extending her hand.

He took It In nis, "I promiee, Miss
Carew, never to ask you to marry me
out of gratitude,” he aald,

“No, no, no!" she crled, hopalessly,
snd taking her hand abruptly from
him. “Promise never, under any cir-
cumstances, to ask me to marry you."

He hesitated while he looked earn-
estly into her eyes. And because he
saw a troubled, eager expectarcy In
her expreasion he took her hand agsin
and said, “lI promise) But he was
gorry the moment the words had left

his lps.
“Don't—don't dare to say it! T did| Now that she had extroted her

prumise Diana chatted on merrily with
Stenton, and long before he was dry
enough to go out of doors she had
learned why she nad never geen him
before,

He had only the night before come
to Cedar Raplds and, In wandering
ahout to get his bearfugs {n the town
before taking up his dutles with his
firm, had come upon the Little Slovgh.
He had secured some skates at a near-
by shop and—Diana knew the rest.

In due time he came to call. Only
one subject was tabooed when they
were together, and that was tho skat-
ing accident and the promise.

“Diana,” sald Tom one night—he
had called her Diana for some time.
“l did not promise to refraln from
telllng you I love you, and I do! I
love you bLetter than anything In life,
aud If you can't figure out some way
out of my difficulty, 1 shall be sorry
your were In your window that morn-
ing. 1 shall, Diana!"” He tried to
take her hands and to force her to
look at him. ,

“Tom Btonton, don’t you dare!" she
sald, laughing at his serlousness, “You
are dangerously ncar breaking your
promise, and 1 won't pull you out If
you go over the brink as ! did on the
fce.”

Almost a year after Diana had ex-
tracted her promise from Stanton she
came Into the room where he was
walting for her and sat down beslde
him on the couch.

“Have you a pencll and paper,
Tom?" she asked. “I want you to
figure something for me.” BShe moved
close to him,

“But first, Tom, are you quite, quite
sure that you love me—that you would
have loved me anyway? No—" she
sald, repelling his attempt to take her
hands. “Tell me.”

“Yes, positively sure, Dlana,” he
sald, earnestly. “Are you going to
release me?"

“Nonsense!” she cried. “1 Jjust
wanted to be sure; 1 will never re-
lease you from that promise."

Sllence fell between them for a mo-
ment. He was thinking of how many
times within the year she had ralsed
his hopes, only to dash them to the
ground again. And yet he loved her.

“Now put down the figures I tell

ﬂ-ﬁ)‘!ﬂ
“ls It all figured out?”

you,” she said, aiier a minute, “and
don't ask questions. One.”

He put a figure one on the paper.

Beside It a nine," sald Diana. He
dia it.

“Naught! Four!" safd Diana, excit-
=dly.

“Vory well,” sald Tom.

“Now divide it by four." eghe nald.

“Four hundred and seventy-six.,” he
read, when he finlshed. "Well, what
of 4?7’ He was mystified beyond ex-
pression,

“18 it all figured out?” she asked.

“Yes"

“And can't you sce that 1604 iz de-
visible by four and that il's leap year,
and—0, Tom, 1 love you so. Won't
you marry mo? Please do,” she cried

And if taking her in his arms and
holding her as if he would never let
her go again was giving a positive an-
swer, Diana’s leap year proposal was
aocepted.—Rnby Douglas, in Boston
Globe.

WEAKNESS OF STRONG MEN.
No One Absolutely Free from All Man
ner of Defect.

Those who are seeking threugh
gtudy of superior men to make them:
selves at least less inferior are often
puzzied and bafled by the discovery
of characteristles that seem absolute-
ly incompatible with greatness. Thers
is hardly a great man whose life is at
all accurately known in whom there
was not & weakness that would de
stroy an ordinary man—sometimes
mental weakness, as utter lack of
judgment; sometimes moral weak:

ness; agaln, physical weakness.

But is there on record a single casa
of a great man who had not through
his character a certain toughness of
fiber which made him free from the
common weakness of whining and
rushing about for refuge at the first
black lift of adversity? Is not that
fundamental sense of Insecurity, or

inability to stand alone, the great en-

emy we all have to fight? Is it not
the enemy that drives some to the
false courage of drink, others to slink
and crawl along the byways of indi-
roction and erime, many, many others
to resign the guidance ot their desti.
nles to some master or masters with
hardly an effort to thing or do for
themselves?—Saturday Evening Post.

WHY HE WAS NOT DISTURBED.

Clergyman’s Explanation Disconcerted
Would-Be Joker.

A clergyman who was traveling
gtopped at a hotel much frequented by
wagse and jokers,

The host, not being used to having a
clergyman at his table, looked at him
with surprise; the guests used all their
ralllery of wit upon him without ellcit-
ing & remark.

The clergyman ate his dinner gquiet-
ly, apparently without observing the
gibes and sneers of his neighbors.

One of them at last, in despair of his
forbearance, said to him: “Well, |
wonder at your patience! Have you
not heard all that has bheen said to
you?"

“Oh, yes; but 1 am used to it. De
you know who I am?7"

“No, sir.”

“Well, I will Inform yon. 1am chap-
Iain of a lunatic asylum. Such re-
marks have no effect upon me."—8hort
Storles,

The World Beautiful.

Oh, dwellers on the lovely earth,

Why will ye break your rest and mirth

To weary us with fruitless prayer?

Why will ye toll and take @ care

For children's children yet unborn.

And garner store of !lr{h and corn,

To giin & scarce femembor«l name,

Lum. :o.(li“?wlth ies and solled with

And If the od1 care not for you,

What s lhl: folly ye must dn‘I

To win some morial's feeble heart?

ONn, fools! when ench man plays his part,

And heeds his fellow Lttle more

Than hlllrlq blue waves that klss the
shore,

Take heed of how the dalsles grow,

Oh, fools! and If ye could but know

How falr o world 1o you ls glven,

0 brooder on the hills of heaven.

When for my #ina thou drawst me forth,
l!ndnt thou forgot what this was worth
Thine own bund mide? The tears of men,
Tno death of three score years and ten,
Tha trembling of the timorous race—
Had these things so bedimmed the place
I‘illm“ own hand made, thou couldst not
now
To what & leaven the earth might grow
If fear, heneath the eartn were'lnhr‘ .
If hope falled not, nor love decaved,
=Willlam Morrias,

The End of All Armies.

We may really be on the verge of
the millennium, for M. Emile Guariul
has come to the concluslon that it
wlll soon be possible to destroy armles
by llghtning. Recelving & shock from
a wireléss telegraph apparatus through
an umbrella, he experimentad with a
Rubmkorff coil, and found that shocks
could be transmitted through the alr
with moderate currents, He con-
cludes that the energy of 1,000 horse.
power, at 100,000 volts, could be eon-
centrated by autennae so as to de-
stroy life at a distance of twelve
miles. The present dificulty, which
he belleves will be soon overcome, |4
that of controlling and directing the
electric waves,

Too much humility and an insincere
heart lurk together In the shadows of
hypoerlsy.




